366                    CONTA RINI FLEMING :

t Yenice was at tliat time under the yoke of the French,
The recollection of the republic was still fresh in men's
minds; the son of the last doge was my relative and
my friend. Unhappy Manini! thy memory demands a
tear.

' We conspired. Even now my blood seems to flow with
renewed force, when I recall the excitement of our secret
meetings in the old Palazzo Contarini, on the Grand
Lagune. How often has daylight on the waters reminded
us of our long councils !

* We were betrayed.    Timely information permitted me
fco escape.    I bore away my wife.    We reached Mantua in
safety.    Perhaps it was the agitation of the event and the
flight;   since the tragedy of Candia I have  sometimes
thought it might have been a constitutional doom.    But
that fatal night: why, why recall it ?    We have both alike
suffered.    RTo, not alike, for I had my child.

* My child, my darling child, even now your recollection
maintains me; even now my cheek warms, as I repose upon
the anticipation of your glory.

41 will not dwell upon what I then endured. Alas! I
cannot leave it to your imagination. Tour reality has
taught you all. I roved a madman amid the mountains of
the Tyrol. But you were with me, my child, and I looked
upon your mild and pensive eyes, and the wildiiess of my
thoughts died away.

' I recurred to those hopes of poetic fame which had
soothed the dull wretchedness of my boyhood. Alas ! no
flame from heaven descended on my lyre. I experienced
only mortification ; and so complete was my wretchedness,
so desolate my life, so void of hope and cheerfulness, and
even the prospect of that common ease which the merest
animals require, that, had it not been for you, I would have
freed myself from the indescribable burden of my existence.
My hereditary estates were confiscated ; my friends, like